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SEASONING, DONNY LOVE @ FELONS 
BREWERY 6/11/20 


Donny Love are the kind of band... like, I don’t 
know if this is really them, or just me, but this is 
what it stream-of-consciousness makes me think 
of. Imagine you’re growing up on the Gold 
Coast, prime tourist destination and fresh start 
destination for criminals and Christian families 
and you can never quite escape a vague sense of 
decadent shopping centre malaise encouraged by 
your art class consumerism critique and reading 
of Fight Club but also you’ve evolved, adapted, 
grown up a bit but grown down, primitive, 
matured, risen above all the bullshit in the world 
and get along seamlessly with everyone, best as 
you can, so very grateful for the simple things. 
Expertly avoiding conflict and existential dread — 
it’s lapping on the surface a little when you drink 
too much coffee and come down but whatever, 
just wait it out, have another one and put on your 
rayban like sunnies, your bright coloured shirt 
and stare at the ocean for a while in imagined 
solidarity with some European romantic film you 
found at the library. It’s irrational (having bad 
feelings). You have a strong backbone. You are 
the cream of the crop of newly privileged 
‘upwardly mobile’ 90s families. There is no 
vanity, just a mild amphetamine-like buzz of 
being above it all, of being intelligent, 
existentialist, of art deco (???) stark cleanliness, 
functionality, aesthetic dignity and innocence. 
Calm focus... on like, nothing. Library music... 
why not? Dancing... why not? There are no 
chips on shoulder... why should there be? (edit: 
this paragraph makes me angry tbh) 


Here I am describing... myself at age ~20 (at 
least, in my own fantasies while sitting at the 
computer jiggling my leg up and down), which is 
a much more insecure, brittle, isolated Gold 
Coast experience (these guys have aesthetic 
unity... I was different). Could not find high 
drama, historical significance, or anything, but I 
found my body alright. Health, science, reason. 
Op shop clothes. “This is a cultural desert”, I 
thought. “I should move to Melbourne”. “This 
suburban environment is designed to be anti- 
social, to stifle culture” (and it was a feedback 
loop, where I would resent the place more, and 
then become more separated from the people, 
detached into academic abstract language and 





criticism and the internet). 





I did find Donny Love once on the internet last 
year, post-hospital, very bored, trying to lose 
myself in the internet a bit, like the old days. 
Looking up Gold Coast bands, systematically 
opening new tabs. There were seemingly lots of 
bands with ‘Thee’ in the title and Donny Love. 
Instead of heart-on-sleeve emotions or 
frustration, it was cool and calculated. I found it 
mildly interesting and filed them away in my 
head under ‘ambiguous’. Like it made sense but 
seemed kind of stilted or something. 


Got invited to the show by my new housemate 
and thought, Ah yeah I think I hearda them? 
Where have I heard of them? The comparable 
bands in the show page bio, like Allah Las, were 
ones I’d found on the internet in the early 2010’s, 
looking for escape. Ah yes, ones I had filed away 
similarly, that seemed cool but maybe didnt click 
perfectly (I was into more angry stuff like 
Mayyors). Brings back more memories of being 
on the internet. There was this one Melbourne 
band, with a vaporwave-ish song called ‘surfing’ 
or something. “Haha ha I though they were from 
New York or something,” I had written, in 
surprise Australian stuff could be international- 
seeming and cool... entike—redd. Why am I 
recounting this? I feel the exact kind of 
scatterbrained malaise.. (malaise, what a good 
word) of being 20 on the Gold Coast. I’ve even 
started doing exercise videos and obsessing over 
food again. I’m not that excited to tell you. It’s 
like running on a treadmill: never going 
anywhere. Except in your own body and mind. 
Which is fine and cool. But you need to go 
somewhere from there, yes? To a pub? Where all 
the young, hip people are at? Well, that was the 
dream. But where from there, you know? 


Oh I’m worried I have gluten poisoning. Not 
quite poisoning but some kind of inflammation 
of the brain or gluttonous... glutinous.. languor. 





I feel like I want to mention how nice Tom (I 
hope his name was Tom) was. He was the 
saxophonist and played like, the cowbell or 
something. I wrote some of this article but felt 


like I just couldn’t do them justice as people, and 
feel weird writing an article with comparisons in 
it. I was just writing about myself, mainly. My 


own anxieties. But I really did like to talk to them 


all. They seemed like nice people. We got to the 
table, which I wasn’t even sure if we were 
supposed to be at (there was some kind of double 
booking mixup... plus covid restrictions making 
me nervous about it... my housemate just knew a 
member of the opening band who wasn’t told we 
were meant to book, and we looked out of place 
already as well) and I was pretty anxious but 
Tom said hello. He was from the Gold Coast too 
and a school with, “a similar amount of bullshit” 
(most of them were). Self-effacing about school 
sort of hints at the kind of, self-conscious 
privilege I was getting at, perhaps? The Gold 
Coast is not a snooty place, really (tho perhaps 
relatively insular... not much public culture). It’s 
pretty bogan... I thought only my school had 
people self-conscious about going there. Ahh, but 
saying that word again, ‘bogan’, that makes me 
live the anxieties of that time on the Gold Coast 
again (forgive if I’m on a tangent). I’d think... 
was I, a hipster or a bogan? (Whatareya, a Yob or 
a Wanker? Said TISM, a few decades prior — 
TISM were relevant to me). Was I surrounded by 
bogans? Was I a terrible person for wanting to be 
different? For judging myself and by extension 
people I loved? For wanting to be koool? Was 
everyone... were they complacent, selfish, 
complicit in the evils of capitalism for being so... 
suburban? Couldn’t handle the conflict. Besides, 
I didn’t make it as a bogan. Those kids were off 
making mischief while I was still thinking about 
imaginary horsies and sleeping with a bible next 
to my pillow. I wasn’t so sure of myself. Had 
some diverse influences and interpersonal 
conflict around me too (diversity is fine... it’s 
just... whether we’re mature enough to handle 
it). 


Now, the act of Donny Love, they take the 
hipster thing to the Nth degree to the point where 
the self awareness of it, just crystallises into this, 
um, normalisation and unremarkability of it. This 
pure form of it where everyone seems to get 
along in unemotional coolness (or maybe joy is 
the emotion... joy and agency). 

I still feel dirty even using a word like ‘hipster’ 
or ‘indie’, I hate all these divisive terms (and 
something I love about the ‘scene’ I frequent is 


that they resolved this tension in me between 
yob/wanker, indie-hipster/bogan... Por que no 
los todos?). 





Illustration 1: Them with a picture of them and 
a disco ball behind them 


Sooo... how can I put all that behind me? They 
are a fun band plain n simple. 


Appreciated how much of a good time they 
seemed to be having, just a plain good old time, 
especially Tom, very much exploiting the stage 
space and interacting with the other members, 
playing multiple instruments, having a go on the 
synth, on the cowbell, on back-up vocals. As well 
as the projected images of them around a disco 
ball. More 20" century nostalgia... little bit seedy 
but not heaps, it still seems pretty innocent. 


The main vocalist, looked like the quintessential 
Gold Coast boy, like the Australian Idol judge 
from 2005. The guitarist was the frontman from 
Seasoning. The drummer had a shirt that said 
SEXY across it. 


There is still a hint of counter-cultural instincts in 
that it is, a guitar band, and there is that 20" 
century pop sensibility. Like, it’s something 
independent, something sensitive. Counter-what- 
culture? Well, I dunno, but there is an ability to 
dream here. It is in a cloud. Perhaps it’s almost 
all dreams. Intellectual apprehension of 
everything around you in the world through a 
glass wall. An ability to feel, to sense beyond, 
with some kind of spiritual, fundamental, primal 
instincts but, you have your secure turf, your 
constricts, though you might not realise it, or be 
in too much of an open dream, too much risen- 


above-conflict to be able to sharply articulate 
where you begin and others end. Just want to 
have a good time. This is some kind of shared 
hivemind musical instinct with rules of aesthetics 
like, the golden rule, or something. Maths and 
aesthetics and the earnest, bright-eyed (or 
stoned?) truth instincts, or a global corporate 
professional ethic but egalitarian. This is 
sounding like some kind of vague astrology 
thing. Anyway. It’s like reaching the end of 
history, in your mind, and getting into the body, 
and aesthetics a kid could appreciate. 


Anyhow, Seasoning (Seasoning... is that a 
biblical reference? About being the salt and light 
of the Earth?) give me a pretty much similar 
impression, aesthetically (they had an Echo the 
Dolphin play-through on a massive projector 
behind them, which was wonderful). though they 
are more personal, less groovy, more 
introspective in a way that seems less detached 
from conflict. For instance, they said, “This song 
is about hating your parents, hopefully they’re 
not here,” and the lyrics were, “I don’t want to 
live that way.” That made me think of reaching 
some higher plateau of discernment of bullshit as 
you grow up, kindly, quietly, using your middle 
class parents as a stepping stone as you sift 
through their bullshit (and we all have bullshit)— 
gentle, relatively well nurtured child you are — 
reach some kind of comprehension of heaven and 
perfection from which you can bring to light, in 
mindful, nonjudgmental detachment, the 
impurities of the family dynamics and the society 
around you. And rather than plunge into the filth, 
into the fight, into the sin that created them to get 
your hands dirty, you make something very 
beautiful and idealistic. 


By the way, they had a part where they brought a 
shirt out and did the whole, stock background 
music thing while spruiking merch to the 
audience and throwing a free shirt out to the 
audience (did he spin it above his head, too?). It 
was really strange to me but I was like “Ah 
whatevs that’s just capitalism, it’s the way things 
are, and healthy, normal people can cope with 
capitalism. That is me right now” I bought a 
shirt. I really needed shirts. They provided a 
product and service. That’s a cool thing to do 
(and people I know do it to but it’s more like, 
“Hi, um, there are tapes...”). 


Donny Love said they tried to run for Gold Coast 
Mayor. “Vote one politics,” the frontman, dressed 
in some kind of raincoat said. “Vote 1 politics...” 
What does that mean? Some vague hypothesis in 
my head... vote for the surface? Politics... it is a 
choice? We get to vote for it? There is an 
alternative? Well in this case, I might disagree. 
Don't vote for politics? I dunno. 


It gives off a more laddish impression. But I also 
wonder if they played in church bands but grew 
into this other thing post-high-school. I heard 
they went to school together. At a religious 
school. 


I pictured an alternate reality where I was on the 
Gold Coast and a big fangirl of them, dancing to 
them, but I think I would be too uptight to 
stomach it. They don’t seem like the type of band 
you could kind of look up to, you know — I’d 
have to be in it I think. I’d have to have some 
maracas or something for it to feel right. A funny 
hat. I’d have to be one of the lads. 


I have invested in trying to understand ‘the dark 
side’. They appear to have invested in being 
functional, adjusted members of society. This is a 
complete assumption I am making... like they 
could just as easily be a bunch of stoners sharing 
an apartment at Palm Beach. I only know most or 
all went to private schools and one was a 
geologist (the friendly and nice, and drunk guy 
we talked to first). And another girl at the table 
was a wine maker. Tbh I went to a Gold Coast 
private school too (the cheapest, most religious 
one). But anyhow, either way, I had a somewhat 
evil-feeling inclination to play up us two being 
like these deros/geeks (I said... “I’m on the dole 
and I write zines,” and my new housemate said, 
“T play Yu-Gi-OH! competitively” when asked 
about our occupations) being at this table at the 
centre of the room with the shiny happy band. 
We also said, waiting at the bar for ages, that 
maybe, they didn’t want to serve us because we 
look too poor. But the bartender gave us a two- 
for-one discount. And all of the band members 
and their friends were very friendly. One left a 
tea there and his girlfriend (the winemaker from 
Mount Tambourine) told me to drink it, that there 
are lots of friends around who she’s sure would 
be happy to make me a cup of tea. Anni 


(Seasoning bassist) made me one later, after I 
drank that one (magical luck, finding tea there, 
having no-doz on the mind. I have gotten into a 
routine of limiting caffeine during the week and 
having it when I drink, instead of having ritalin 
like I used to). Very kind. If anything, I probably 
seemed somewhat detached at times, out of 
nervousness (some occasions I might mutate this 
into pretentious arrogance, faux-confidence, but 
this was not one of those occasions). I spammed 
them with zines. Not too spammy, I hope.. .not 
too much like, “Ahh, I have to prove myself!”. 
Just, out of nervousness, I kind of just flicked 
one on the table. My ever-helpful new housemate 
said, “You have some with you!” And I trotted 
them out, not sure when else I would get a 
chance. 


They look all neat. I wish I looked all neat. But 
I’m a proud rat at the same time. The entire 
environment — the venue, the people around, 
having a nice time — accentuated my 
consciousness of all the chips on shoulder I 
suually have, the rattiness, the negativity of 
things I’m usually surrounded by. The 
nervousness. 


Anni said she didn’t know about Gee Tee or the 
punk GC music. I don’t know if any of the others 
would be into Sex Drive or Gee Tee. It’s a 
different frequency. Not that I listen to/identify 
with Gee Tee a lot, it’s just that they are normal 
to me — it’s like I forget this stuff is actually 
‘alternative’. Punk — the new sliced white bread? 


Ironically the bar was called Felons. They had 
cartoon clip-art looking images of felonious, 
counter-culture cliches on flags (skull n 
crossbones, Green Day-looking grenades) but it 
was all very middle class, very polished, and I 
must say comfortable and good beer. 


Ariel Pink is comparable act to Donny Love. I 


also avoiding the pain, trying to cling to what is 
good in a bitter-sweet dreamy way. Not trying to 
wrangle something out of it all, something 
preventing you from accessing the happiness, the 
carefreeness that is there in a pure form. It’s just 
an accessing of what is there, simply, in a 
universal kind of leisure (so it sort of escapes the 
schism — though it still appears a schizm to me, 
having taken a somewhat different fork in the 
road to me.. and we’re all schisms, breaking off 
from the original Garden of Eden). 


I wondered what people would think of my shirt 
that had a demon on top of a girl, drawn in 
bleach and CDIQ (Come Die In Queensland). 
Who needs to die in Queensland? It’s more like 
an amulet to show, “Yes, I am acquainted with 
the dark side, I am not naive, don’t mess with 
me.” Or like, “I can empathise, maybe.” It’s 
mental-illnessy. Which is more of a shell, that or 
a neat, happier exterior? (It’s not a shell if you 
have actual solidarity. It’s idolatry if you gather 
around the shell, not around what’s underneath. I 
feel like I’m going on a bit of a tangent.) I had a 
schism between wanting... ease of being, 
success, but then wanting the dark side, progress, 
something more real, more spiritual, cinematic 
truth discovery. And we all have our demons. 
Feeling vulnerable, wanting knowledge. I 
could’ve maybe been like Donny Love, if not for 
that schism. Dunno where it came from, exactly. 


Anyhow, I don’t know anything about anything, I 
just had a good night seeing these bands and 
talking to people. Didn’t get asked to the after 
party but it was probably for the best (I wouldnae 
blamed them for not wanting two depresso- 
looking randoms dressed more for Soundwave at 
a party I overheard someone was setting up all 
afternoon for, put a lot of work into — we didn’t 
put the work into looking flash ourselves). We 
stopped at the bottlo near Fat Luoies and bought 
cheap booze, like just in case we got there, but 
ended up walking home, and taking it to the 


love Ariel, I am listening to Lover Boy (2003) but Bearded Lady carpark the next day, and I was not 


it drives me a bit mental. Ariel is a bit more 
fucked though, like obviously drug-fucked. 
These guys seem like they get into playing as a 
side-thing to have a good time. Not putting a 
whole deranged life into it. Not desperately 
twisting, contorting, recreating self to try to get 
to the root cause of everything in the world but 


too hungover so it worked out for the best. 


THREAD COUNT, REFIDEX, MANNERS @ 
BEARDED LADY 





Illustration 2: Thread Count thru the 
window — Summer and Xanthe 


This is cheating a bit. This is kind of funny 
because I am writing as a spy journalist rather 
than an inside-take journalist. Reporting from the 
crumbs. Crumb review. We had to literally spy 
through the closed blackout blinds in the front of 
the venue to see Refidex and Manners play. We 
didn’t have tickets as it was Covid-limited and 
they charged $30 upfront including $20 tab for 
food and bar. 


The night, once again, started off awkwardly, my 
housemate and I sitting in the Beardo carpark 
alone. The entire set-up of Beardo had changed 
so we would not be able to hear the bands from 
back there, and we would not be able to go to the 
front bar area for free to talk and have a drink 
and hear a bit, either. I hadn’t bought much 
alcohol from the car in case we wanted to get in 
and do that. So... again, my brain was just a 
mess of “Arhhhh logistics, the logistics are 
imperfect, and this could be mildly 
embarrassing.” Loosened up a bit though and it 
turned out that we could hear crisply and also see 
the bands from the footpath, much better than if 
we’d heard from the carpark. I was very happy to 
see Luoie, Jim and Isobel in the carpark later, and 
Mitchell, Sarah and Georgia (the beautiful 
FRIEND [and force for good, as Glen says], 
Wrecker’s artist resident from Tasmania, whose 
birthday it was yesterday 8/11/20), out the front, 
also not having tickets. 


Thank you to Glen for encouraging me to come 
to the carpark despite not having tickets. 


Thread Count were pretty great, like Star 
Slushy (sharing three members, Xanthe, Summer 
and Tempest — but I couldn’t see them all) but a 
bit more simple and terse. A bit more frustrated. 
It was cool, looking forward to seeing them 
properly some day. 





Illustration 3: Refidex picture from 
Max — Sam, Hailey, Harry 


Refidex were the main band I wanted to see. 
Harry as a frontman (from Clever, Per Purpose, 
Baglady). Harry... I always looked up to Harry. 
Not just because of his height but his nature. He 
knows what he’s on about. His energy, his smile, 
his conveyance of equal amounts authority and 
boyishness. His partner Hailey (the artist) the 
guitarist (who played in Glen’s fake back-up 
band once). I couldn’t see who the drummer was. 
Really bass-driven sound like feedtime but 
neater. Gravely, blokish vocals. I peeked under 
the blinds and saw Hailey facing the window, in 
a concentrated, cool, serious, leaning stance, and 
Harry in the middle moving back and forth with 
that disciplined, sharp kind of energy most guys 
in bands I like have. Chip-on-shoulder, an edge 
to it but not like, in a teenage way, more in a 
cowboy kind of way, like a cross between a tap 
dancing square dancing country boy and a pogo- 
ing punk rocker (uh that sounds a little weird um. 
I could say like... more like... aggression has 
been integrated into the act in a way that’s 
contained to the right degree). I reckon 
subconsciously it makes me feel sheltered from 


other men, part of a tribe. But the band does 
deviate from that typical man posturing. I also 
like the name — Refidex. Solid, dependable, bit 
old fashioned but not conservative per se just 
neutral, logical. Escaping the intrusive eyes of 
new tech by going back to analogue basics and 
real socialisation. Dignity. What I want.. a 
reliable, mechanical world, with people who are 
reliable, can be mechanical, but are human 
enough to be wary of the bully’s instinct, in them 
and in others, to defend against tyranny. 





Illustration 4: Crowd thru the blinds. Sign 
on R says ‘sign in and wait to be seated’ 


Manners. Wonder why they are called 
Manners? They are sweeett. And saaadd. But 
again, in a world-weary kind of romantic way (i 
imagine). Reminds me of like... Elvis (more 20" 
century dripping, bold, working-class-appeal 
sentimentality). Cross with dream pop.. kind of 
Japanese almost. Swaying, electronic more than 
hip-swinging. I didn’t see much of this set except 
for Bruce’s left hand on the synth, and the back 
of Tristan’s blond head moving while he sang. It 
was mostly a droning accompaniment to hanging 
out on the bench outside as conversations ebbed 
and flowed. 


People’s talk of drugs and afterparties came to 
nothing, we decided to go home, and it was nice 
to do so. 


CONVERSATION FROM A WALK... 
“_,,.All those beautiful songs. All those terrible 


times. It does effect me, though. I just wish I had 
a flag to fly. A song to sing. That.. camaraderie.” 


“Well, if it means anything, you make my life 
better and inspire me to be a better person, and 
hopefully I can pass that on to other people...” 


“T guess that’s the real underground. The real 
independent... Unmediated... Free... One on 
one.“ 


CHINA 


It used to strike me weird and spoilt how people 
used to have servants, maids, cooks and all that 
so they didn’t do their practical work. Then I 
realised it’s pretty much the same but we have 
appliances to do the work that are made by a 
class of people. The people who work for us are 
the people who are in an area collectively known 
as China. 


We work for them too, though. Our workers and 
their workers. Workers of the world! (Oh yeah 
and we have a lot of hospo workers, people on 
bikes delivering food, shit like that) 


But largely... this is my point. Those who 
replace the servants, maids and so on are 
concentrated in one foreign area without the 
bonds of Christianity or politics (at large). There 
are the bonds of... money? Of not wanting to 
fight? Buddhism? (Also I don’t know what im 
talking about that much) 


RESET/REVOLUTION/CONFUSION/ 
EFFORT? BIT OF RAMBLING 


I feel a bit weird about writing this but I don’t 
know if I can ever convey the extent of the weird 
thoughts swirling around in my head on a given 
day. Treat this as a sort of journal. Take it with a 
pinch of salt. There will be more to come of me 
figuring out this ideological stuff. It’s quite 
confusing. I could just write more and more. But 
I have to stop at some point and trust that you 
will give me grace. 


At parents post-hospital. Stood on a hill in 
Highland Park with a view of the bigger, nicer 
houses. There was one with triangular awnings 
overlooking what I thought was a covered pool 
area, a very white, very big, American style 


house. Mind emptied out with antipsychotics and 
previously, five years of prescribed stimulants 
and one year on and off self-medication with 
Robitussin, IQ probably dropped, all the alt stuff, 
all the angst turned down in the dial, just me and 
my body, totally bored, totally meditative. 
Feeling terrible, but my eyes fixated on that 
house for a moment of vicarious peace. I 
daydreamed about being an American teenager. 
All my friends hanging out at the big house with 
the pool, like the movie Clueless. I allowed 
myself to dream silly dreams. I allowed myself to 
just focus on narrow self-interest. It was okay 
now because I was sick. I made myself sick, but I 
must’ve been sick all along, and now I could just 
admit it. I was ‘born again’ after subjecting my 
brain to a lot of drugs. 


Other times I would walk along the riverfront at 
Teneriffe and New Farm around 1am. My mind 
would be quieter than usual and I would look into 
the lit windows of all these different weird, stark 
houses and feel a kind of softness and cosiness 
inside, with my old, loyal, quiet housemate as my 
bodyguard/companion walking beside me. 


How does it feel to be one of those people living 
there? To be sane (I know they say ‘mental 
illness doesn’t discriminate’ but that’s a lie... 
mental illness finds something ‘different’ about 
you and exploits the shit out of it). This was the 
dead of winter in the midst of a depression I was 
gradually coming out of but I miss that blank, 
serene feeling sometimes. 


I contemplated how in revolutions, people get rid 
of stuff. People have blank, standardised, mass- 
produced things. I thought about the white 
clothes of rich people. It seemed like they had 
their little revolutions, their fresh starts, where 
they don’t need the old anymore. They can go 
back to the body, and what the body prefers and 
needs. Good food, soft fabrics, good feng shui, 
cleanliness, ease. 


Instead of evidence of historical struggle, I 
appreciated blankness. Hospital was nice. Clean, 
functional, space age. Places that resembled 
hospitals (minus the exposure to suffering) most 
seemed nice. I was fragile. But found a sort of 
peace and followed it. Not that sense of gnawing 
urgency that people are suffering and things need 


to change right now. No, I had suffered, I needed 
to get well. Then I could perhaps change things, 
revolutionise, later on. 

Maybe, people are focused, they feel like this 
peace all the time, but with the energy to do 
things. It’s like they are lazy but just the right 
amount to function. Like they relax as much as 
possible and from that rest, think clearly about 
what to do. I had started to do nice things more 
often. I considered how I, as an unemployed 
person who is fortunate to not have many 
expenses, have parallels with the rich (if I am 
optimistic). People make a lot of things and I can 
graciously accept, without guilt (anymore) 
because, I have been sick. Things are just... 
there, anyway, already made. Everybody can 
choose what they do and how they feel, to an 
extent (at least.. much better than J can choose 
how they feel). Why not enjoy what is here right 
now? Why not have the cliché ~dreams~? I 
know, I was mentally ill, meaning I was suffering 
and unable to control it. It’s like, I could and I 
couldn’t control it. I can take responsibility for 
what I did and the way I felt but also I felt at the 
time that it couldn’t have been any different. But 
I take responsibility, because I know what 
happened, why, and what should have happened 
instead. It could, and should have been different! 


I am really confused as to why I didn’t take the 
opportunities I had as a teenager, and if it reflects 
badly on me as a person. Was I lazy? After all, I 
understand responsibility, work, concentration, 
emotional regulation better now. I can understand 
how others feel. How I ‘ought to’ have felt. How, 
if I had felt calm, and focused, I could have had a 
‘successful life’, theoretically. And there was a 
moral component to this. But ah, no, I wasn’t 
lazy, I tried. What’s it mean to try? I didn’t even 
know what it meant to try, to work but I tried so 
hard to try (that is like a Bart Simpson quote). 
My mind paid the price later from all that trying! 
When maybe I was supposed to stop and rest? 
But... what if I have to rest always? Where is my 
hope, if I don’t believe I can really try (by ‘try’ I 
guess I mean, submit to instruction? Anyhow, I 
digress)? No, no.. what it was, is people I knew 
worked alienating jobs mainly for money. I find 
it hard to aspire for more money but it’s hard to 
know any other way — it’s only now as an adult 
that I can see that people can work and study 
wholesomely without feeling shit and insane, 


maybe? (Oh yeah and gender and sexuality play 
into it too.. but that’s for another time). 


The brainwashing of years of school, of tertiary 
education propaganda and work-obsessed, 
distracted, stressed people has gotten to me. I 
think, could I, would I, make this into a story of 
my redemption and finding ‘success’, by 
becoming one of these white collar type of 
people? Now that I have somehow, been blessed 
with the privilege of proximity to them and 
observance of them (I glance through the window 
of some offices), and professional mental health 
help by them, and can somewhat comprehend the 
mindset of high functioning sanity? Would it be a 
story of me getting treatment for mental health 
issues, being successful? It’s like society has 
forgiven me, see - it’s given me a Clean, nice 
story where nothing is truly mine or anybody’s 
fault. My angst, my difference and my 
political/ideological confusion can be re-framed 
into something clinical, clean, inspiring. Like, 
“There are treatments for her condition, which 
she complied to. She also did a lot of exercise, 
and cut out a lot of people from her life. She 
volunteered at successive organisations and was 
rewarded for her efforts by society. There was 
plenty of help and she accepted it, and is now 
qualified to give a hand-up to others.” Instead of, 
“She found out what was wrong, was distressed 
and implored others to do something creatively 
with her to help.” 


It’s not just that she was sensitive, that her 
particular profile of abilities and beliefs was not 
particularly valued by those with capital in 
society. That she made some bad decisions. That 
she had knowledge which exposed the 
underlying filth of the clean surface trod on my 
the beneficiaries of the system (the sweatshops, 
the miserable workers, the environmental 
destruction, impacts of colonialism, the corporate 
takeovers of anything with character, with 
history). Knowledge of herself not having the 
same ease, knowledge of others with even less 
support and opportunities in the competitive 
society being left behind, if she were to merely 
conform to what was required of her and forgets 
everything about counter-culture, about the left, 
about the unfairness of the system of rewards and 
punishments as it stands. That the ambiguity was 
depressing... We have to function but we have to 


resist, re-route creative energies. 


It’s depressing writing this paragraph. It’s 
squashing whatever aspirational self-interested 
sanity is in me already. The feeling that God 
might have better plans for me. The feeling that 
says, “Get down, stay down, your comrades are 
there,” when darkness just meets more darkness. 
The workers, like me. I was destined to be a 
worker in a factory, I thought. Masochism. We 
need to escape masochism. The clean, 
(presumably?) honest people (professionals who 
help us?) with high needs aren’t the problem, no. 
Why would I be too proud to work hard, to be 
like them? I exist on the surface as a beneficiary 
too. What’s self-flagellation going to do? Is it 
going to lift anybody out of poverty? Prevent 
mental illness and suicides? I don’t know, but the 
reality is that I wrote this, and I feel pretty off. I 
can’t really change it. 


This is a system (I mean not all the system... 
some of the system) created for intellect, by 
intellect. It’s a great pity that IQ is on a spectrum 
(I thought for a moment that perhaps Jordan 
Peterson lays the groundwork for revolution 
more than Slavoj Zizek, for believing in IQ and 
personality traits, thus laying the premises for 
considering capitalism to be unfair... but while 
also laying the premises that... YOU have to DO 
and SAY “fix something in your realm of 
power...”, and be true to your own sense of 
truth... “if you can’t say no you’re a slave”) 
meaning that some people cannot compete . Or 
maybe this system is created for stupidity and 
laziness, I don’t know — by people smart enough 
to do better. If I can do better, you can do better! 
Who? Who? Why? Where? When? I’m being a 
bit vague now. See, I don’t seem to belong 
anywhere. Trying to orient myself (am I a coward 
like the rest? Are they all cowards? Or doing 
their best? Nah nah youse just all have to TRY 
HARDER rite, to make this place BETTER.. BE 
LIKE ME, WRITE, THINK! Sacrifice!). 


But everybody, finds success on their terms 
somehow and gets the basic things they need, 
yes? Except that there is this spiritual confusion. 
The world is still in confusion. The logistics 
going here and there, I visualise, in sped up time, 
with all these products, with all this distraction, 
covering up the fundamental issues. I can’t settle 


down, clock out from all of this... meta 
thinking.. find a professional specialisation just 
yet (I don’t even know... am I capable? Willing? 
Do I just need the right meds and lifestyle? 
Should I give up on the idea of being ‘one of 
them’ - the managerial, political, professional 
class — entirely? Some people just have a 
different profile of strengths and weaknesses, a 
different role in the social ecosystem... fertiliser, 
worm food maybe) But I can still you know, try 
to imagine what life is like for this strata, what 
it'd feel like to be simplified more, to enjoy 
things more. I get a feeling like I’m watching a 
movie, when I look at these windows. In the 
summer, there would be party boats too. 


Maybe I could study law. My IQ results indicate 
I perhaps could be capable of it. It is a word- 
based career. Except, I didn’t understand the law 
except until very recently, being a kind of idiot- 
savant-idealist-futiristic-alien-like-postChristian- 
anarchist (like all anarchists?) who felt the law 
was written on her heart and just obvious, what’s 
all these confusing concepts, jargon, procedures 
about? I knew the bible growing up and I 
thought, right and wrong should be obvious, you 
know. Why would I have to study that, for years? 
All this constructed, fake stuff on top of what we 
know about right and wrong as good people? The 
system is dumb (tho a clever response to 
particular historical conditions.. I mean a clever 
response to the system.. systems upon systems.. 
have to build on em/change em and they did it bit 
by bit). I had to play in the badlands for a while 
to understand the law, the reality of history, and 
re-acquaint myself with Christianity and the idea 
of it forming the basis of a legal system (which 
somewhat reflects Christianity but also reflects 
pagan Rome). I dunno, it just feels weird, and I 
dunno if I’d be doing it for the right reasons if I 
just enrolled right now. 


The Ancient world was also something I thought 
about. The white clothes, sandals, the pillars of 
these Greek houses you see. The Ancient world 
shows itself everywhere, as Ian Svenonious (80s 
DC punk scene, Chain and the Gang) pointed out 
in Censorhip Now, in America especially. 


The Ancient world was full of a lot of shit. The 
legal systems, the idols, he false Gods, the sin, 
the confidence (Christians were told by Paul to 


sort out their problems independent of the legal 
system.. even the least should be able to judge 
matters of dispute). “Oppollo worship”, says R.E. 
Dossett. The God of expansion and war with the 
blond hair (or something... I should google it). 
Police service, Armies, Christmas, all these 
things with traces of Roman govt paganism. All 
those things the politicians and respectable 
society are into. I could go to Church, I thought. 
Clean, in service of my sanity, my functioning, 
and a good place to meet other functional people. 
I started to like Jehovah’s Witnesses in particular, 
though (they were set apart from the system. It 
felt more pure and fresh). Though I had put my 
hand up to convert at my family member’s 
Hillsong Church, at an especially low point. 


Watched a lot of ACL videos, too. It just seemed 
so opposite, so clean, and so much of what I 
suppressed in myself from the very root of my 
brain, free of intoxicants, right back to where I 
came from (Christian studies class discussions 
were my favourite). I agreed with some things 
and was upset by other things. But I thought, 
they are a branch of the good side (and the bad 
side). I agree with some, disagree with some no 
matter where somebody is located in this world 
and the bank account status, and how marred 
they are by the system. I thought, well, if I found 
peace, then I should follow the peace, even if it’s 
listening to weird people. 


I also found it hilarious to observe the CEO of 
ACL?’s lifestyle. Not envious, not aspirational, but 
just good natured laughter at the fact these people 
exist, and the juxtoposition of his environment 
with my house at Red Hill with possum piss 
coming through the ceiling. He posted on 
Instagram about wanting a more stylish TV 
cabinet. Still somewhat crazy, I sent him a 
picture of my lounge room and said, “you can 
have the milk crate Hahahahahh :’D” In my 
mind, he was my friend and brother in Christ and 
I was teasing him. A revolution was here: He was 
so emblematic of this white, corporate, 1950s 
masculinity derided in my circles (in my 
imagination at least) and in pop culture now, and 
so possibly naive of the judgement, fear, and 
cynicism that would be heaped upon him 
(retaining some evidence of sensitivity, not the 
hardness of say, Lauren Southern at her peak 
controversy), that I actually felt sorry. Like it 


was me who was giving him a hand-up. Not the 
other way around. The bible is full of these 
contradictions, paradoxes, revolutions... the least 
being first, the first being least. 


The Lord overcomes class barriers and social 
restrictions! I thought, maybe I could be involved 
in conversations that people with actual power 
and status have. I thought, I am as good as these 
people. I always did think that, but I hada 
renewed sense of clarity about what I said. I 
understand the system... and overcome it like the 
best of the poor do! I have found the gold! 


Also... I’d started to like 1950s gentlemanly 
masculinity for various, and quite profound 
reasons I won’t go into right now. 


And I was ‘rich’, too. Though I was at my 
poorest having a robodebt (through my own 
negligence) and having neglected getting rent 
assistance because the feat of going to the real 
estate (which I didn’t even have to do, as a 
sublettee) seemed too much and like besides, I 
didn’t earn the money, who cares bout money? I 
was being frugal with food, I was being tough. I 
was reading Marcus Aurelius the stoic. I felt 
connected to my family more, in spirit. I put on a 
silly felt fedora, sat in the sun on the doorstep. 


Also, an older male family member said I could 
be a model, too. That I should aim higher (with 
jobs and stuff). That helped me to feel rich. 


Anyhow, this isn’t about money, it’s also about 
the calm focus, diligence and sacrifices that 
people make, who focus on learning things to 
contribute to society. Are these things that I am 
glimpsing on the inside, these feelings, this re- 
visitation of consumer aspirations, good things? 
Do they reflect a moral goodness? But does this 
(this gazing, this relaxed, detached enjoyment, 
feeling of purity, this narrow focus, or broad 
acceptance of the way things are and your narrow 
role, following comfort, nesting) not go against 
my anti-capitalist narrative that hard work and 
moral goodness aren’ fairly rewarded, that just 
doing what is ‘required’ (what even is that 
nowadays? No path is reliable) is complacent, 
that its neglecting things that could result in 
change quicker, or my christian narrative of 
serving God and not, you know, worldly things? 


[clarification needed here, sorry, but I don’t have 
time to edit] Well, not completely, I am fully 
aware that you have to do things (like some 
things that are important to society) to be 
gainfully employed, you have to comprehend 
reality, even to challenge the way capital is 
organised (to challenge the unfair system). And 
also maybe I am neglecting what God wants 
(peace, love, gentleness etc.) for being angry and 
unfocused a lot, and a lot of people who are 
professional, ‘successful’ n all that are following 
God’s will (tho some aren’t). But maybe, I just 
can’t do the things I am ‘supposed’ to do 
according to ‘the world’ and God leads in 
unexpected ways. I am supposed to find peace 
doing this, and rejoice in the resistance I get, the 
judgement, the lower living standard, the 
vulnerability. 


Doing things is not necessarily easy. Well, for me 
it was very hard. But for other’s it’s the kind of 
hard where, they are conscious that they are 
doing something for the future when they could 
be doing something else that is fun. Because they 
are sane and well-rounded people who have 
hobbies and social connections that sustain them 
and compliment their work. They or somebody, 
somewhere, built a legacy they benefit from, 
within a network of economic, social and cultural 
relationships. They are connected, they didn’t 
have to work so hard, and think about all of these 
things, to play catch up, or try to weigh up in 
their heads whether it’s worth playing catch up 
vs. whether to just metaphorically ‘throw 
spanners in the works’ (you know, challenge 
people with words, ideas, art) and try to change 
the world. To connect horizintally and 
downwards instead of climbing up the ladder 
with missing rungs where someone with one arm 
is below you. You’re already connected to power, 
see... We just don’t believe in each other, or 
something. 


Some people are just born up there, or born 
efficient. But for others, like this main character 
high school student in this movie (I think it was 
called All Night Gaming, by the guy who drew 
that YOLO cartoon... ), who I could painfully 
relate to (it made me cry), always forgetting his 
things, being late, said something like, “I spend 
all the time I don’t spend doing work just hating 
myself for not doing it... Maybe if I could be 


into these games like these guys and enjoy 
myself, I could concentrate on school work.” He 
wasn’t a bad guy at all, or stupid. It’s not that the 
nerds he was referring to were better than him. 
It’s just that he was different, and, the creator 
Michael Cusack is probably one of the few 
people with the ADHD kind of, artistic 
intelligence that find success in the world. And I 
thought about that, watching his unwholesome 
but somehow delightful cartoons... thinking... 
This is nuts, this just reminds me of myself in 
high school. But it’s that part of me I wanted to 
squash when I took ritalin, when I started to 
damage my brain with drugs. Creativity seemed 
narrow rather than wide-open, when I took 
ritalin. Subjugated, rather than governing, 
excluded rather than being included — and where 
it was included, subjugated, or exclusive, many 
hoops to jump through, contradicting the 
spontaneity and inependent authenticity. Or it 
could seem spontaneous in a bad way, rather than 
directed at bettering everything (except in 
mirroring, critiquing society, the surrounding 
filth). Uncontrolled, but minimised, into a little 
box at the same time. Rarely coming from a 
righteous position, and when it did, feeling like 
gold for a while but after a while just being a 
reminder of the failure of alternative visions for 
society, or of my own ineptness, like everything 
else in society (how sad this is. I love creativity! 
It’s the source of everything, it is work too!) 
(hmm maybe these kind of ideas is why BDSM- 
looking stuff is such a thing nowadays... Masks 
in Bin Licker, Guppy, the Pigsuit label). 


I walk past an office of engineers many days 
where you can see in the window at all the 
computers and the work they do. They are in a 
box too. 


I wanted to change the way society was run, 
using logic, using creativity. I had all these ideas. 
But none of the social sanity and social capital to 
do it. I knew it was futile but it felt so real, so 
good, creative, genuine, focused. Social Planning 
Institute, I messily wrote in red crayon on lined, 
small notebook paper 
(parodying/counterbalancing my own hubris with 
idiocy), high on Robitussin and ritalin. 
Everything could be re-organised, like a 
cupboard, like a household! Home economics! 
Labels! Logic! Organisation (as for organising 


the people, getting them interested in these plans, 
that was another question). One such plan was... 
a big board in a public place people could see 
(like the Stock Exchange) with lists of jobs, 
numbers of vacancies... then the jobs themselves 
are broken down into tasks... then there’s pay 
being offered listed... people’s profits also (from 
a listed company)... then there’s a list of numbers 
of unemployed people (or reserves, tired out or 
striking)... then there’s a way that something on 
the list can be contested democratically (eg. you 
can just register as ‘strike’ any time you want to 
democratically contest a working condition, or 
there is a form where you can register a 
suggestion or complaint and get people to vote 
on it, to be moved up a list, to be displayed 
publically on the board as a public motion)... and 
so on... you know, just logical, fair-seeming 
stuff, that you’d want to be clear before investing 
all you have in some kind of path. That probably 
would like, never happen, I guess, in this MESS. 
Society is such a MESS! Despite the clean 
exteriors, the nice things we aspire to, the relative 
security and ease we have (that JP points out) — 
it’s still a crisis-ridden mess of mental illness that 
who can understand apart from these people we 
speculate about, some all-seeing eye BS, when it 
could be re-organised if those people would just 
decide things should be transparent, and easy to 
understand for all! And all these people, who just 
know how things work, who love to explain 
things, who are successful... AHHH! Don’t you 
want to change anything? Don’t you see how 
confusing, how unfair it is for so many people? 


The aggression, the frustration, the dementedness 
of a lot of the music I listened to, I started to 
question more, after hospital. But before, I had 
readily, eagerly (though still somewhat 
questioningly) assimilated them into my 
worldview as a) fun, confident, mind-expanding, 
motivating and b) data on the underside of the 
system, which I could use to empathise with 
people and form strategies to address core social 
problems and build solidarity. I was also trying to 
read the secret language of the social system, 
trying to study the confidence, the deft use of 
values-based language people at the margins 
have that turns them into something like royalty. 
There was some special spiritual alchemy, I felt. 
Some power of God that made good art (is it 
God, or Satan, Lucifer, the fallen leader of the 


stringed instruments? Or is it not intrinsically 
good or bad, but dependant on myself being a 
sophisticated, sane listener, able to put it in 
context? It’s tricky, I take things literally, 
seriously, I want to identify with the music fully, 
like a cheerleader, and like a perfectionist, 
wanting everything in harmony, for the greatest 
good... and like... it can be hard to concentrate 
on really listening, things pass over me, absorb 
into my subconscious, I guess). 


Lady Bee is the music I think of here, that we 
listened to a bit before hospital, on a high. Wish I 
had that confidence. Plus it’s the... not quite the 
inversion of white, rich, strong man Appollo 
worship, but almost. Black, female, aspirational, 
confident, sane (in a way that for me, would be 
manic). Still a bit nasty, though, and like, self- 
seeking, druggy, aspirational, competetive. A 
different kind of social sanity — but a precarious 
kind of sanity, just the same as right wing ‘sanity’ 
(which for me, would also be considered manic). 
I want to be level, logical, benevolent, effective, 
efficient, like the rich seem, but in a system 
catering to all as the perfect Lord makes the sun 
shine and rain fall for the good and evil alike. 
Daydreaming about being criminal or being 
upper class, about being separate from everyone 
else, about relying on your own strength, and 
your capital as a fortress insulating you from a 
need to change... from accountability for your 
excesses... it’s both perverse. 


It’s hard... At the bottom we can’t palm each 
other off to professionals as much, like boarding 
schools, doctors, psychologists, sports coaches 
(either less access, or we’re all fucked, too 
fucked to convince each other we need help... 
maybe by the highest, rich person standards I am 
probably depressed like all the time but that is 
‘normal’/’ok’ for pretty much everyone I know), 
it’s more collectivist, it’s more tough. I can 
withdraw for a while, from my life, pretend to be 
rich, being helped by the system, but the 
toughness, the guilt, the complications, will come 
back once I try to live to any degree, want to 
change anything. And then... the grace, the 
humility will have to come back (saved by grace 
and nor works). Up and down, up and down. 


The manic-depressive frustration of an over- 
caffeinated hospo-worker, or factory worker, that 


feels like the spirit of a lot of angry music. That’s 
what I was going to be, if I was not too sad 
looking, and confused, and able to put work aside 
for study for a while, and then be chronically 
unemployed. Physically active, mentally 
deranged, putting on a face, emotionally 
repressed, without the words to explain what’s 
going on. Maintaining dignity in frustration and 
artistry and the vestiges of teenage idealism. 
Song for this is... Up the Down Escalator by The 
Chamelions. “Eden... there’s no Eden... 
anywhere” “They could erase you with the slip of 
a switch... For God’s sake, leave me something.” 
“There’s must be something wrong boys..” Or 
Joy Division. The alt-music canon. Or what 
about Wavves? Remember Wavves? Manic 
depressive (I prefer that term over bipolar, I 
think), stoned, escapism. Ariel Pink... stoned 
middle class escapist nostalgia. Now memes, 
dumb-smart MS paint cartoons. Protests. Endless 
acquisition of knowledge with the wheels 
spinning (“What’s a computer? Eat yourself 
fitter!” - The Fall). When’s something gonna 
happen? When will my alienation end? 
Somebody do something! There’s this urge to 
stay connected to this ‘counter-culture’... 
Internet culture tho, it seems dumb. The Trump 
side working class/downwardly mobile middle 
class fight with the lefty working 
class/downwardly mobile middle class. ‘Culture 
wars’, God. And each side ‘represents’ the 
higher-ups on one side, to each other, rather than 
them seeing each other as who they are... Right 
wing working class = rich white arsehole 
sociopath men... lefties = rich managerial 
professionals, both sides fighting each other in 
the idiot league (??) while the root problems 
persist. BLM = seen as privileged educated 
organisers and globalists. Their opposition = seen 
as privileged white rich arseholes again. Etc etc. 


I kind of fear culture. I fear losing control with 
creative weirdness, and with the spirit of the 
fight. Fear music and culture’s effect, sometimes. 
That it makes me feel dumb, tribal, divided. Need 
more alternatives. 


Pop music is genius. You need... a certain 
groundedness, a socialistic, inclusive instinct. A 
universality, universal spiritual, emotional 
knowledge. Maybe music makes us dumber, in a 
way. We should blast our brains and dance 


together. You know, God frustrates the 
intelligence of the intelligence, the wisdom of the 
wise. Uses the foolish things of this world. 
Spreading joy. 


But not counterfeit joy, that doesn’t think of the 
future... real security, depth. The joy I felt 
imagining being sane and connected to 
professional classes (to hope of change/progress, 
I mean... calm in my body, able to express 
emotions reasonably, taking pleasure in doing 
little things to change like JP says to do), was 
better, more lasting, more stable than the pop 
music joy. But maybe there can be music often, 
all the time. Special occasions? Maybe music’s 
utopian visions can really be realised, some time, 
like prophecies fulfilled, like messages from 
another, better world that were rejected by the 
complacent, legalistic, uptight, exclusive. Maybe 
I could just find another path, find joy in that 
somehow. Solace in that more fleeting 
belonging... try to expand the territory a bit too. 


Dunno how smart I thought I was on ritalin. But I 
really was frustrated by trying to understand the 
dumbest, most genius of music, and basic social 
interactions. 


I need the social system to be explicit more than 
most, perhaps. Neutral, functional, systematic, 
equal, pragmatic, organised, functionalist, like a 
camp or something where enrolment is the only 
condition for being part of the system as an 
equal. Without all these weird things expressing 
social relations, social tensions, emotions, 
conflict theory. But it’s different, in reality. 
There’s all kind of weird history and motives 
going on. Obfuscations, manipulations, layers, 
Stratas, private things. And I am a psychotic, 
vulnerable, limited, time-and-place-bound 
creature too, not the detached social scientist 
diagnostician and fixer I was being. I was solving 
my problems as if it could be top-down, not 
bottom-up (bottom up.. makes it sounds like you 
have to offer your arse... maybe some people do, 
in a spiritual sense). 
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group-of people, asamuch-as other people dort 
wanna play the victim here—_theyre ust yer 
know, being themsebves-Pm just tke being 


myself And theyre Hike notjudgine me-Onbe 
Hike teaving mete-die LOE (ahh what a whine 


pull yourself up by th bootstraps... n everyone 
else should too. Figure out what needs to be done 
for all. Then thigns will be equal) 


Guess I just want, a transparent public system 
where everyone knows what everything’s for, 
what we need, what everyone’s supposed to do 
(or can choose from — or what are the paths 
somebody can create new organisations or jobs 
through, that are as obvious as a school 
enrolment or centrelink office), where we can fit 
in (a place for everyone) and why. And you just 
do the things, no weird spiritual, ideological 
solidarity required except the most basic 
consideration of each other’s needs and dignity. 
No money, or mammon-spirit (currency, capital). 
Authority, yes, but only based on trust and 
designated roles (designated by the public, shown 
via an interface showing system status which is 
understood by all [like a super ABS but with 
democratic controls on it]), knowing a person’s 
character and being able to trust their honest 
pursuit of truth in whatever specialised 
profession they have (I would prefer if we were 
all polymaths, not specialists, but anyhow, some 
specialisation is needed). 


Solidarity, that’s what I’ve been thinking about 
too. What we call sanity perhaps is solidarity. It’s 
connection. We have gendered solidarity, we 
have occupational solidarity, class solidarity (rich 
people included — someone said, “What we class 
conspiracy is the class solidarity of rich people”) 
and so on. I felt I had solidarity but I wasn’t so 
much connected to the real world movement of 
that social group so much as I was in my head, 
and branching out all over the world, trying to 
synthesise something new between all people. 


It kind of fell apart — I mean I realised how fallen 
apart it was. And how fallen apart I was. In sin, 
and in finitude. About how detached from stable 
activities in reality I was (Zizek points out... God 


Ha dar av a nce aa acne makes himself nothing. To inspire us to action.. 


‘Atheist’ Christianity. It is us who have to act.. 
small and helpless as we are). 


Ended up still pretending to be rich in my mind 
(letting myself relax, not worry about money as 
much, though thinking it would be nice) and 
getting rid of a lot of the shame of 
unemployment. I can serve God right here and 
now. It might be doing something 


conventional/’successful’ someday or it might not 


be. 


Anyhow, are these core groups orbiting around 
money or around God? Around humble service to 
society, around fulfilling of their gifts an talents 
and peaceful lives in all Godliness and Holiness? 
Or around a sense of power, prestige, control, 
defensiveness, conspiracy? It varies a lot. 


There is still a split in my mind... The temptation 
to idolise this or that, to devalue this or that, to 
wish I was someone else, or somewhere else. 
Every THING in this world, whether it’s 
government, higher society, underground music 
royalty, or whatever, is flawed. Every THING 
you think of, as this category of people, or way 
or being, in a frozen, abstracted way, isn’t God. I 
guess I’m not really meant to be of this world. 
But also, paradoxically, I have been told I am 
worldly. I suppose I will use that worldliness in 
support of otherworldliness. 


What else requires calm focus and diligence? 
Music. Music is difficult. You know these sets of 
laws, like maths. God created that, did he not? 
Can it not be sublime? More challenging than the 
stark white houses, the blinders, the things that 
can facilitate calm focus. Can ruin the peace a 
bit. But can also point to the other world. 


I suppose writing is difficult too because I have 
to have all these problems battling in my mind to 
write about. It’s not as fun and spectacular, and 
repetitive as music. It’s windy, sprawling, 
flexible. 


This article is getting very long. 
Are there demons battling in my mind? I just 


wanna focus on the nice things. Think about what 


is Pure, Excellent, Right and True (Thank you 
grade 6 teacher Mr. Malcolm — like PERT 
shampoo). The things that are universal. 


Immediate, nice things. Arrangements you can 
trust. 


But also, who wants that stark uniformity, that 
boredom, that formulaic sameness. That kind of 
revolution. 


Could at least have fun things. Like dancing, like 
when you throw things that are different together 
and it’s fun, structured but fun, like a pop song. 
Not stiff things backed by militarism, 
subjugation, exploitation. Left communism, right 
communism, just want real freedom. 


I’ve been ill. My poor nerves needed to be 
soothed. Now, I’m stronger than that. I have 
more energy (though maybe the ritalin stilted it, 
made my brain more ‘normal’). Fight, flight or 
freeze mode, I struggle with. I go between that 
and this peacefulness I associate with the rich. 
But I’m not rich — I have to contend with social 
reality. There is a privilege in that too because the 
first will be last, the last first. Let’s just hope I 
survive and it’s interesting. 


Also, um.. regarding capitalism... the bible says 
something... “The wicked desire the plunder of 
evil men, but the root of the righteous 
flourishes.” Probably most of this country is 
plunder. But anyhow it wasn’t just about wanting 
things, like property... it was about how to be in 
this world, what to do. What strategies to be the 
best person, to care for myself and others, to 
survive in this world best. 


Anyhow, also, um it’s so hard to edit, it’s harder 
to cull, to edit, to chop things down to get back to 
what’s important when you’ve put so much work 
into something. Maybe it’s like that with the 
whole world? Just confusedly like, “duhh... I 
have to go over all this AGAIN?” Well, I don’t 
HAVE to but you know. 


I feel a bit weird about this zine. 


THE END FOR NOW 


THANK YOU XOX 
cwzine@protonmail.com 


Previous issues at archive.org/details/@cwnz 
or a Brisbane share house toilet near you 





Illustration 5: Fancy location where DL + 
Seasoning played 


Thank you to Matthew Wilesmith for taking the 
photos. 


